OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

She could not bear, so soon, to be tossed into
another state of mind; she was not yet soft and fluent
enough, not enough hammered to go easily through
another change, into another form. She thought she
would break. Somehow now, with the whole tiling
actual, escaped out of her mind to the real world,
she could not get back to the calm into which she had
got herself so painfully and hardly after that talk with
Euphemia Xiphilin. He had let her go, and she
moved her head wearily from side to side. She said:
*I am to go back - like this, Harald?'

He said: 'That is how I choose. Back to Greek-
land.'

'Where are you going, Harald?'

'I am going to the girl who is betrothed to me, to
Elizabeth in Kieff. And then I am going to my own
land, to Norway, where I shall talk with my kinsman,
Magnus Olafsson.' He stood in front of her with
his arms hanging at his sides, dangling golden brace-
lets. He was even smiling a little.

Suddenly she screamed. It surprised her dread-
fully to hear her own screaming voice come back to
her, shut in by the walls and curtains of the poop-
house. He did not move at all, even to put his hand
over her mouth; he only just frowned, even that not
much, a mere wrinkling of his thick eyebrows. After
that one scream she was quite still and exhausted. It
seemed a very long time that they looked at one
another. Some sort of calm appeared, though not a
durable one or anything she could count on. At last
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